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said with a shudder. The somewhat rhetorical form of
the remark is his: the feeling that lay behind it she
showed when she presently knelt to take the head of a
dying enemy into her lap.
Almost instantly she pulled herself together. Commands
rang out crisply: the fugitives were halted and whipped
into order behind her banner, fresh troops and siege
material brought up. In a short time the column was
again on the move toward the weary and astonished
English.
There was no hit-or-miss about this attack. The out-
works were stormed as before and the defenders driven in.
The high double ladders were thrown across the moat,
the bowmen climbed to their positions on the narrow
platforms thus raised in the air and poured their arrows
into every exposed spot from which the enemy might
have a field of fire. The infantry, sheltered against
missiles from above under their huge shields of wood
and metal, dashed forward, placed their scaling ladders
against the walls and scrambled up with their deadly
battle-axes. Below working parties steadily pounded
away to make a breach in door or wall and piled faggots
with which to set the structure alight. Through the din
could be heard the high girlish voice calling out words
of encouragement and command.
Meantime Talbot, hearing the noise, led out a strong
relief on the run from "Paris," the nearest of the English
forts. But that manoeuvre had been foreseen: from the
belfiy of the watch-tower by the Bannier Gate the bells
rang out in alarm and the Marshal Boussac de Saint
Severe, who had been left in the town for that purpose,
deployed 600 men across the Englishman's path. Talbot,
not daring to join in a general action for fear of an
106